THE   SURF   AT   MADRAS

this is encountered. All I recollect is, that the boat-
men try to cross it, and to approach so near the beach,
that, when the next wave breaks, they shall be so far
ahead of it that it may not dash into the boat and
swamp her, and yet not so far out as to prevent their
profiting by its impulse to drive them up the steep face
of sand forming the long-wished for shore. The
rapidity with which the masullah boat is at last cast on
the beach is sometimes quite fearful, and the moment
she thumps on the ground, as the wave recedes, most
startling. I have frequently seen persons pitched com-
pletely off their seats, and more than once I have my-
self been fairly turned over, and with all the party, like
a parcel of fish cast out of a basket! In general, no such
untoward events take place, and the boat at length
rests on the sand, with her stern to the sea. But as
yet she is by no means far enough up the beach to
enable the passengers to get out with comfort or safety.
Before the next wave breaks, the bow and sides of the
boat have been seized by numbers of the natives on the
shore, who greatly assist the impulse when the wave
comes, both by keeping her in a straight course, and
likewise by preventing her upsetting. These last
stages of the process are sometimes very disagreeable,
for every time the surf reaches the boat, it raises her up
and lets her fall again, plump on the ground, with a
violent jerk. When at last she is high enough to
remain beyond the wash of the surf, you either jump
out, or more frequently descend by means of a ladder,
as you would get off the top of a stage-coach; and,
turning about, you look with astonishment at what you
have gone through, and thank Heaven you are safe!

The return passage from the shore to a ship, in a
masullah boat, is more tedious, but less dangerous than
the process of landing. This difference will easily be
understood, when it is recollected that in one case the
boat is carried impetuously forward by the waves, and